A NICE  DISTINCTION

not as a publisher, but as a friend, to help you with a
loan, it is ten to one he would have done his best to come
to your assistance. Any publisher with slender capital
resources would have to drive a hardish bargain if he
intended to survive. Like Mrs. Battle and her whist.
Lane believed in observing 'all the rigours of the game'.
For example, I did a good deal of translating work for
him and had my versions typed, Not without some
demur, it must be confessed, he agreed to pay for the
typing. Later on, I wrote an original book and, as
usual, sent him the typist's account, but he declined to
pay it, and for this reasons A translator was doing a piece
of work imposed upon him by the firm; he was, as it
were, a member of the staff, an employee, and, as such,
the firm naturally paid him any expense he might incur
in doing the firm's work. Not so, an author. An
author approaches the firm, so to speak, ab extra^ and
would naturally bring his work in the most acceptable
form. The distinction seemed to me to be a nice one,
but I had to accept it.

But if hard things have been said about John Lane,
his detractors are put to silence by this tribute from a
brilliant writer of world-wide reputation who was his
friend for more than thirty years and published all his
books with him, I mean the late W. J. Locke.

'As one of few British authors', wrote Mr. Locke in
a letter to The Times,, 'who can sit as I do now at this
moment of writing, and see a few feet away a line of thirty
volumes under the same publisher's imprint, may I be
allowed to pay a few little words of tribute to the memory
of my dear friend and publisher, John Lane? My con-
tinuous relations with The Bodley Heady in a business way,
and with John Lane personally, began over thirty years
ago. I mourn the most loyal of friends, the most wise
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